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Can't Stand The Heartache 


Author's Notes: 

| really admire this ship, mainly because Sebastian and Rachel have such a complicated connection. | was 
inspired to write this after reading this interview (https://ultimateclassicrock.com/sebastian-bach-2018- 
interview/) which clearly shows that there's been a lot of frustration and tension between the two. This takes 
place three years after Sebastian's departure from the band. 


Sebastian preferred to believe he was a happier man. Even as he holds the bottle of Merlot close to his chest, 


tears streaming down his face, and the voice of Dave upholding him through his opaque daze. 


His grip on the telephone tightens, his eyes scanning the room as if to believe Dave was really here, that he 
wasn't just a voice resonating off the other end of the receiver. The astringent burn in his throat grows 
stronger and the taste of the red wine taints his tongue as his voice softly emits the words, "Is he at least 
okay? Is he doing better?" 


"Baz," Dave starts, cutting himself off with a frail sigh as he thought up the correct words. Sebastian could 
vividly imagine the way the man's brows plausibly furrowed, his eyes softening with a look of congeriality. "It's 


been hard for all of us- but Rachel, y'know how he is." 


Sebastian scoffed. Of course he knew how Rachel was, in fact, he believed he knew better than anyone else in 
the band! He couldn't forbid himself from recognizing the esoteric, outlandish ways the bassist preferred to 
live his life, consistently shutting everyone out and blaming others for his personal contentions. He was a man 
of little words, and before Sebastian could process Rachel's cryptical emittance of the words / love you’, he 


was confronted with the statement that he was being kicked out of the band. 


"Can | at least talk to him?" Sebastian tried, his fingertips mindlessly gliding through the condensation trickling 
down the bottle of Merlot. He heard shuffling on the other side of the line before he distinctly made out the 


sound of Dave's averse humming. "Please, Snake.” 


The nickname felt unfamiliar on his tongue, and he could tell it felt strange drifting through Dave's ears. Three 
years have passed, and their friendship was most definitely fractured by Sebastian's departure from the band 
- his superfluous departure. A part of him despised Rachel for taking away what meant the world to him, yet 
another part of him understood the adversity he possibly faced in the midst of losing another lead singer. 


"Is that really a good idea, Baz?" Dave attempted to stall, because even the whole world recognized Sebastian 
was at a stage of desperation, a thriving urge so ruthless that he would've done anything just to squeeze 
himself back into Rachel's life- just to get every inch of clarity he needed to down the rest of this bottle of 
Merlot and knock himself out. 


"Who cares if its a good idea? Its been three years, Dave, three fucking years," Sebastian spoke emphatically, 
running a hand through his mane of blond hair. There was silence on the line, and if Sebastian hadn't checked 


the receiver, he would've assumed Dave had left him with all his questions unanswered. 

Fortunately, the guitarist exhaled a long breath before mustering, "Fine." 

Sebastian felt as if he had been waiting an eternity for this moment to come. Nicotine, lavender, every smell 
circulating around the compacted hotel room felt heightened, as though impatience itself was a defying drug. 
Trepidation bubbled in his stomach, his breathing picking up and finally, he heard the voice that yanked him 
three years back. 


"Sebastian? Are you there?" 


"'m-" Sebastian sucked in a long breath, taking a moment to collect himself before replying with an acquired 


sense of confidence, "l'm here, Rachel" 
"Dave said you wanted to talk. Sebastian, if this is about getting back in the band-" 


"Stop Rachel," Sebastian interceded, leaning back against the foot of the bed, his grip on his hair tightening as 
he stifled a frustrated grunt. "This isn't about the band. This is about us." 


"What more is there to us? Its been three years," Rachel expressed, and Sebastian wondered whether he'd 


explode if he were to hear that same statement again. 


"Time doesn't heal a broken heart," he said, and the words tasted bitter on his own tongue. Three years was a 
period of time measuring his distance from Rachel, not measuring the way his heart still yearned for the 


enigmatic bassist. "I still need answers, Rachel. | need to know." 


"Need to know what? What more is there to know?" Rachel's voice had faltered, as if his own morale was 
diminishing right through the sound of the singer's voice. Sebastian could imagine the look on his face, the clear 


distress written across his veneer as he attempted to conceal his own despondency. 
Only Sebastian could break through that facade. Only him. 
"Do you still love me? Did you love me when you told me to leave? Was there ever love?" 


Rachel heaved a long sigh, and Sebastian could hear the man readjusting his position as he prepared himself for 
what was destined to be a tedious call. This urged the singer to look over himself, to recognize his own 
demoralizing semblance as he succumbed himself within the four walls of his hotel room. A half-empty bottle 
of red wine, cigarette ash scattered across the velvet carpet, and his lanky body sprawled across the center 
of the room, the receiver rested atop his lap. Years ago, he never saw himself becoming this reclusive. He 
imagined himself in the arms of Rachel, the bassist whispering sweet-nothings into his ear as sweat glistened 
off their chests, too infatuated to recognize the commotion outside of their hotel room. Now, Sebastian had no 


one. 
‘Sebastian, is this really the best time for a conversation like this?" 


"What other time is there? You refuse to see me, you've got Snake preventing me from ever talking to you- | 


don't understand! How did it become this way?" 
"We couldn't keep doing what we were doing." 


"And what were we doing?" Sebastian closed his eyes, anticipating the answer with abhorrence hazing his state 
of mind. A part of him wished to reach the bottle of Merlot and allow it to rancorously incinerate his throat 
and guide him into a slumber- one where he would wake up he next day forgetting Rachel ever existed. 
Another part of him was hanging on with a thread of hope, hope that this was all some discombobulated 


mistake made on a drunken escapade- something they could work together on and heal. 
But three years didn't sound so promising. 
"Listen, Sebastian, we're ready to get back in the studio. We've got a new singer, and things are finally looking 


up for Skid Row. Can we just put it to rest?" Rachel sounded stressed, and years ago, that would've mattered 


to Sebastian. 


Now, he was bitter. 
“This isn't about the fucking band, Rachel. To hell with the goddamn band!" 
"Then what is this about? What more can | do for you, Sebastian?" 


Sebastian pinched the bridge of his nose, irritation pricking tears against his eyes. "What more can you do for 
us?" 


Reticence filled the line, and after a long moment, Sebastian was beginning the sense the inevitable ending he 


was yet to face. Perhaps, it was a bad idea, and perhaps time did heal broken hearts. 


But it wasn't his heart in which sought relief. 


It was Rachel's. 


"There is no more," Rachel exhaled, and Sebastian squeezed his eyes shut, warm tears running along his cheeks 
as he nodded his head vigorously, reminding himself that this answer- this dejecting, pathetic answer- was 


destined to come. 
He sniffed, smoothing back his wild, blond bangs as he caught his own breath, and hell, he was a mess! And 
how much did he miss Rachel, and how much did he miss his band, his past, and the future that was stolen 


from him. 


But there was no more. 


There is no more. 

"l. | love you, Rachel," Sebastian mustered weakly, and the silence returns, but this time, it's drawn-out for a 
longer minute. Because Rachel had heard him, and Rachel was processing that statement with nostalgia 
swiveling through his head- Sebastian just knew he was. 


"Take care of yourself, Baz," Rachel whispered. 


And then the line went flat. 


